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and resolve to produce this or that effect. In this case the
author submits his material to a definite treatment that is
both directed and purposeful; he adds to it and substracts
from it, emphasizing one effect, modifying another, laying
on this colour here, that there, with the most careful weighing
of their possible effects, and with constant observance of the
laws of beautiful form and style. To this labour the author
brings his keenest judgment, and selects his expression with
the most complete freedom. In his view his material is only
material, and entirely subject to his artistic purpose; he
wills to present this'and nothing else. In this activity the
poet is simply identical with the creative process, whether
he has willingly surrendered himself as the head of the creative
movement, or whether this has so entirely seized upon him
as a tool or instrument that all consciousness of the fact
has escaped him. He is the creative process itself, standing
completely in it and undifferentiated from it with all his
aims and all his powers. There is no need, I think, to bring
before you examples of this identity, either from the history
of literature or from the poets' own confessions.
Doubtless, also, I am saying nothing new when I speak
of the other class of art-works, that flow more or less spon-
taneous and perfect from the author's pen. They come as
it were fully arrayed into the world, as Pallas Athene sprang
from the head of Zeus. These works positively impose
themselves upon the author; his hand is, as it were, seized,
and his pen writes things that his mind perceives with amaze-
ment. The work brings with it its own form; what he would
add to it is declined, what he does not wish to admit is forced
upon him. While his consciousness stands disconcerted
and empty before the phenomenon, he is overwhelmed with
a flood of thoughts and images which it was never his aim
to beget and which his will would never have fashioned.
Yet in spite of himself he is forced to recognize that in all
this his self is speaking, that his innermost nature is revealing
itself, uttering things that he would never have entrusted to

